A FEW HOURS AT BENARES.                    I3<J
favour. It would be difficult to give a description of this
really matchless spectacle. Of course we could not tell
for what reason, or in whose honour, this night-festival was
held, but all classes of the Hindoos took part in it Just
as it ended, our boat touched the opposite bank.
It was like a dream. These beautiful and ephemeral
fires illuminated space for a moment, and then died away
in the blackness of night. But, as I said before, India
worships three hundred millions of gods, detni-gods, saints,
and demi-saints, of every kind and description, so that
the year has not enough hours, minutes, or seconds, to
^devote even one to each of their divinities.
On reaching our encampment, we found Colonel Munro
and Sergeant McNeil already there. Banks asked the
sergeant if anything had happened during our absence,
"Nothing," was the reply.
*You haven't seen any suspicious-looking person
prowling about ?"
"No, Mr. Banks. Have you any reason for suspect-
ing . ..?"
"We have been dogged during our excursion in
Benares," answered the engineer, u and I did not like the
ook of the fellow who followed us!"
"The spy was . . .?"
** A Bengalee, who was put on the alert by the mention
f Colonel Munro's name."